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can vouch for the great gifts and faculties which the Lord has given
to Patrocinio. There's no woman like her."1

At last the day came when Isabella II went. "That lady" had
become impossible. The September revolution caught her on
her summer holiday, away in the Basque provinces. All the
generals deserted her but one; an admiral arranged for the
Spanish exiles to return by sea to Cadiz. A guard of honour of
loyal engineers saw her across the French frontier.

That was in 1868. Eleven years later, having abdicated and
taken up her residence in Paris, she returned to Madrid on a
short visit for the second marriage of her son, Alfonso XII.
From the first marriage she had naturally absented herself;
Queen Mercedes had been the daughter of that intriguing
fruiterer, the Duke of Montpensier. "It is a curious fact", the
United States minister, James Russell Lowell, reported to his
government, "that the ex-Queen was received wherever she
showed herself in public with the most noisy demonstrations of
popularity, in marked contrast with the silence with which her
son and his Austrian bride were received. This was partly, no
doubt, intended to heighten the emphasis of the public in-
difference towards them, but it was also a proof of her personal
popularity, which is still very great in spite of all her faults and
follies, and perhaps it might be said in consequence of them."2

P6rez Galdos may help us to understand why. Though a
man of distinctly republican sympathies, he was received by
Isabella on two separate occasions in Paris; and he has left a most
interesting portrait of her as an old lady, when the comings and
goings of that noble frame were steered by a knotted stick.
What attracted him most about her was her way of speaking.
As a novelist, it fascinated him for reasons of literary technique;
as a historical novelist, author of some forty or fifty volumes of
"Episodios Nacionales", it was beyond the price of many
documents. " How did Santa Teresa speak? " asks Azorin in one
of his essays. "What was her voice like?" And we realize in a

1 Los Duendes de la Camarilla, ch. vi.

a James Russell Lowell, Impressions of Spain, 102-3.